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BY KELLY BUDNER
ey, I found your dog the other night. Well, I
guess "found" is not exactly the right word . It
took several of us, on foot and by car, about two
hours to track him down. At the end, it was
down to just one guy and me. It was Christmas
Eve, for heaven's sake. Everybody had something he needed to
do-me, too. I was just about to give it up. We were running
out of daylight, it was getting late, and the temperatures, which
were supposed to drop into the single digits overnight, had
already started their downward plummet. Maybe that's why I
kept at it. It was a Doberman. I had had one once, and I knew
how they hated the cold, and this one already had one strike
against him. Even a hundred yards away you could see what an
emaciated, pathetic-looking skeleton he was. But he was scared,
too, to the point where I didn't know if we could lure him in
or not. I had gone to the park that afternoon to walk my own
dog before settling in for the evening's festivities. Now, using
her and the bag of dogfood that I always carried in my truck
for just such occasions, I was hoping that this combination just
might do the trick. I could barely pick him out in the fading
light when I took my best shot and poured the food on the
ground. My dog took her cue and ate with the same religious
zeal that she tackled every meal. It was more than he could
bear, and, when he drew closer, I realized that if I couldn't
catch him, his chances of getting through this cold Colorado
night were not all that good.
He was a big male, tall at the shoulder, and he should have
weighed in at close to 100 pounds. Tonight, he would be lucky
to tip the scales at sixty. Every bone in his body knifed
through paper-thin skin, and he shook uncontrollably from the
cold and from fear. Twice, as I tried to slip a rope over his
head, he slashed at my gloved hands with bared teeth. But his
obsession with the food was in my fuvor and, the third time, he
never even noticed when the rope settled around his neck. I
thought he would fight it, but he didn't.
I took him back to the truck and bid my nameless helper,
the one fellow who had stayed on after the others had left,
good-bye. He didn't even like Dobermans, he had told me, but,
like me, he couldn't walk away from the situation. I put the
dog in the front seat and my own slightly miffed female in the
back of the truck for the short trip home. I was afraid they
might fight, otherwise. Actually, it wasn't even my home I was
going to, it was my mother's. I was only down for the holidays.
You can just imagine her elation as I appeared in the midst of
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guests and holiday preparation with a pony-sized animal that
immediately tried to inhale a candy dish full of M & M's when
we paused for a moment in the doorway. After that, I kept him
confined on blankets in one comer of the house, for his
behavior around food, and people, too, was unpredictable, at
best. The humane society was closed for the holidays so I
would have to keep him until Monday. During that time, I fed
him every three hours around the clock. Too much food at one
time and he would inhale it and then throw it back up, so I
had to restrict his intake of both food and water at any one
time but increase the frequency. He came to know how much
time had passed and cried pathetically when the hour drew
near. When the food fmally hit his system, diarrhea also set in
and then he was at the door every two hours. I slept downstairs
so I could let him out when he needed to go. On Monday, I
fed him all that I could and more and then drove him to the
humane society. He slept beside me, still exhausted from his
ordeal. When they placed him in a run, I tried not to notice
the noble head that stood above the crowd of others yapping
and yelping for attention and the eyes that watched as I walked
away. He had already started to bond to me, and I to him. Sentiment and reason had wrestled with each other the whole way
to the shelter-as they always do. I already had several animals
that demanded my personal and economic attention, and I just
couldn't take on another one. You can only imagine how much
it hurts to come to that same conclusion each time.
I called every couple of days to see how he was getting
along. I kept hoping that you were looking for him, that
somehow he had just gotten away, and, now that he was
somewhere he could be found, you would come searching. One
of the guys that helped me the night I found the dog said he
had been working in the area all day and had seen him running
up and down the road since early morning, peering into car
windows until the cars stopped, then running away. He was
looking for you, wasn't he? Even though it was obvious that he
had been out on his own a lot longer than just that one day, he
was still looking for you.
I called the morning they put him down, just so I'd know
how the story ended. I cried, although I had known all along it
was probably going to go down like that. After all , this isn't
the first time I've done this. People like me are always mopping up after people like you. Happy Holidays.
•
Kelly Budner lives in Colorado Springs, Colorado.
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